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Mr. Dubois; Mr. Fairbrother, Mr. Wathen, 

Mr. Ruffel, Mr. Benſon, Mr. Hollingſworth, 
Mr. Burton, Mr. Phillimore, Mr. Maddocks, 
Mr. Jones, Mr. Webb, Mr. Fiſher, 

Mr. Wentworth, Mr. Evans, Mr. Roffey, 
Mr. Keys, Mr. Whitmel, Mr. Wells, 
| Mr. Butler, Mr. W. Banks, Mer. Nicolini, 
Mr, Garmans Maſter Gregſon, Maſter De — &c. &c. 


Miſs De Camp, Miſs Mellon, 
Mrs. Boimaiſon, Miſs Heard, Mrs. Cuyler, 
Mrs. Booth, Miſs Tidſwell, Mrs, Maddocks, 
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Miſs Brooker, Miſs Chatterly, Mrs. Jones, 
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THE FOCAL PARTS BY 


Mr. Sedgwick, Mr. Dignum, 
Mr. Trueman, Mr. Danby, Mr. Cooke, Mr. Webs; 


Mrs. Bland, Miſs Leak, | 
Miſs Arne. Mrs. Bramwell, 4 Miſs Granger, 
Mie Jackſon, Miſs Menage, . Miſs Stewart, 
__ Wentworth, &c. 
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AIRS, CHORUSSES, xc. 


ien 
THE INTERIOR PART OF ORMANDINE's CASTLE, 
CHORUS OF KNIGHTS. 


Thy Vot'ries make to thee their prayer ; 
From depth of woe and galling chains, 
From ſorrow dire and ctuel pains, 
From the fell Enchanter's art, 
And his fatal poiſonous dart, 
From long and vile captivity, 
Inglorious loſs of liberty; 
Without thy aid in vain we cry, 
Without thy aid we fink, we die. 


RECIT. 


' HARLEQUIN CAPTIVE; 


RECITATIVE. 
 ORMANDINK, | 


In vain by Magick Charms I ſeek to quell 


The yarious tumults which my boſom ſwell ; 


Still fond ideas preſs, and ſtill controul, 
The rugged nature of my ſtubborn ſoul. 


AIR: 


; e : 


On Pleaſure s wings thy life ſhall flee, 
My. gentle ſpirits rending thee; 
Wide o'er the land ſhall wing thy way, 
As Fancy guides thee, ever gay. 
Why chen ſhould penſive thought corfode 
That boſom form'd for Love's abode ? 
Why thus with anger frowns my love, 
Degrading charms, the gift of Jove ? 
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_ AIR. 
' COLOMBINE. 


Tyrant; no more thy hateful ww propoſe, 
Which Fate wou'd wither like the new-pluck'd roſe. 
Thy cruel mind wilt eder my ſoul offend, 


And hate with life can and. have an end. 


n 
ORMANDINE. | 


No bogs wilt Pen wat = HE 


Ariſe, revenge, my rage 1 
Rejecting tame ſubmiſfion's call; 


Oh! periſh _ hy love and all. 


* 
” K 
* 
t 7 E 


| - | » "I „ 1 
Fee ws 


$ * 1. Wd 


A GLOOMY HALL IN * CASTLE. 


| car. abe 
; ARIEL, 


Brave lect, behold thy Genius here, 
Io give thee counſel, and diſpel thy fear; | 
Minerva well approves thy bold deſign ; 
Attend, and joyous liberty is thine, 
Know—the EnChanter's pow'r remains ſecure. 
But, while his Fire of Magick ſhall endure, 

Seek then the Chryſtal Stream, that will deſtroy 
This powerful, Spell, and give his captive Joy. 
No mortal hand its treaſure can obtain, KG 
Until his valour firſt an armour gain. 


I To Britain's happy iſle then ſpeed thy way ; 
There ſhalt thou find, majeſtic 1 in decay, 

A venerable Oal, drooping its head, 

Its verdure gone, and leafy honours ſhed. 

This ſhall thy future courſe diret—Be brave, 

And from Enchgatment's pow r its victims ſave. 


AIR. 
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AR. 
ARIEL. 
Glory calls thee ; haſte away 3 
Trials muſt thy worth eſſay. 


Honor points the path to Fame: : 
| Go—and gain a hero' s name. 


In thy frolic £ ports unite 

«Beauty's cauſe: 'tis Valour's right, 
Virtue's champion thou muſt prove, 
Ere thou can'ſt be bleſt in love. 


Glory calls, &c. &c, 


SCENE Il. 
A Hermitage in the Enchanted Garden. 


SCENE W. 
A View of Maſty Rocks opening to the Sea. 
The Ship fail ” her Voyage. 


SCENE * 


A 8 Hall in the Calle. 
E „ c on os 


© —HARLEQUIN- CAPTIVE; 
SCENE vi. 
A Sea - port, with a View of Hurſt-Caſtle 


The Ship arrives in 15 | 
[+131 - BONG. 
4, 
No hardſhips we brave Sailors know, 
We ſcek the glonous fight; 
When honour calls our boſoms glow 


With ardour to engage the fac, . 
That dares invade our right. 


Old England's s Navy is our boaſt, 
And this each gallant Seaman's "Tl 
In triumph long may we maintain, 
* _— ſtandard o'er the _ 
| II. 
| To quit « our loves , from . to ſteer, 
May rend our hearts with woe; 
But, when we view the parting tear, 
It makes our Sweethearts ſtill more dear : 


For them we ſtrike the blow. 
Old England's NN . 


III. 
The Guardians of our coaſt we ride 
With proudly ſwelling ſails ; 
Though preſs'd by foes on every ſide, 
Triumphant on the Ocean wide, 
Britannia's power preyails. 
Old England's Navy, &c. 
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SCENE vi. 
Southampton Water Gate. 


8 0 E N E VIII. 
A Village o on the N of Grange: 


SCENE IX. 

A Village. 
gen 
The Royal Oak Inn Yard, 


SCENE XL 
The Ordinary. 


 $CENE All. 
| The Royal Oak Inn Yard. 


SCENE 
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SONG. 


MASTER BARBER. 
Behold your poor Barbers in mourning, good lack! 
Our trade being dead, we have all put on black. 
Our reaſon's a queer one for ſhutting our ſhops ; 
But our harveſt 1 is ruin d by too many Crops ! 


chokUs. 
Then pity poor Barbers ! who ſhut up their hops, 
Fe or their harveſt is ruin'd by two many *** 


79 II. 
From dn s example, the 19 8954 declare, 


Men loſe all their e when * cut off their 


| hair; 
And the ſeat of the loſs ſuffers moſt it is  faid, 


For Crops are uncommonly weak in the head. 
Then pity poor Barbers, &c. - 


Wi. 

No tails do we tie, not a lock do we friz, 
For a curl on the pate is the ſtamp of a Quiz: 
E' en our razors, how long we ſhall uſe, I don't know; 
For the maggot may bite em, to let their beards grow! 


Then pity Foe Barbers, &c. 


| IV. N 

| Unleſs ſome new rage, ſome new comfort ſhall bring, 
In a row, like our combs, we poor Barbers may ſwing. 
Our curling tongs uſeleſs ! we all muft retire, 

For the devil an iron have we in the fire 0 


Then pity Poor Barbers, &c. . | 7 
scEx 
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SCENE XII. 
Keſwick Town Hall. 


SCENE XIV. 
A Village. 


8 c E N E RV. 
The Warerſall of T.adore. 


S CENE XVI. 
| A Lake in Cumberland. 


SCE BO ow 
A View of Mountains. 
The Right of an Eagle. 1 


SCENE XII. 
A Farm Houſe. 


« | #5, Se” | 
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s FENE XIX. 
A Park. 


14405 With the Withered Ot. 
28... SCENE 


1 + ag ee JG j a. at 3 
vs — 


14  HARLEQUIN CAPTIVE ; 


SCENE IX 
| The Enchanted Iſland; | 


RECITATIVE. 
ARIEL. 


The Caſtle-gate, to which thou doit repair, 
By pow'rful ſpells too cloſely guarded are. 
This winding path will ſafely point the way, 

If no allurements do thy courſe betray. 


AIR. 
ARIEL. 
In honour's path now learn to move, 
Thirſting for fair Fame and Love; 


Boldly the Magick Arts repel, 
And n the eroe Enchanter' s ſpell 


sc ENR XXI. 


The Enchanted Caſtle and Garden : vi 
The Magick Fountain. 


ECENE 


_— 
*. 


OR, THE MAGICK FIRE, 15 


SCENE XXI.. 
A Hall in the Enchanter's Caſtle. 


SCENE XXIII. 


The Interior part of Ormandine's Caſtle. 


A; 


SC E N E XXIV. 
The Palace of Minerva. 


FINALE and CHORUS. 


| SESTETTO. en TX 
Hail . Goddeſs bright! . 
Defending ſtill the hero's right. = | 
With honor's wreath adorn the brow | 


Of ſuff ring virtue here below. 


CHORUS, | 


Hail Minerva, ws 7 8 = 
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SOLO. 


May ſocial pleaſure never cloy 
Hearts that feel its pureſt joy. 


— — ——— Ao ey Er CEA —— —— — 


= =. SESTETTO. 
Still matchleſs Beauty deign to ſmile, 
On fruitful England's happy iſle. 


—— — —— —— —— — Pan, te 


CHORUS. 


Still matchleſs Beauty, &c. 


FINIS. 


